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Me

n{l.‘s.\"; lenkesl down 1o the
o (AT Lisy steeet, through n hlar

'. w-’ of snowflnlies, At least,
*_‘ "Jf Copinde told hersell detors
LA minetdy  that  soowflnkes
: were necountible for the
ey then, shie wiped her

[ LN
) “I'e Meprs  Clhristmins
Hine,” Connle suid 1o her old yellow
=ul. “Whn ever heard of Christmas

witheut the Merry? So cheer up,
Pyeder, nnd let's Join n the game”

Al the ttle “Shoppe” Just around
tabe vcorngr she stomd loougest of all,
:And all at onee Into Connie’s bright
wyes enme s speculative light, The
windew was full of smull framed ple-
wevan, most of them with the Christ-
wms wpirt. There were the usual
sfvht-clad ehfldren looking up broad
whiripeyn, there were landscapen of
sawy  fOelds with distant  windows
atigin—Connle stndied them all; she
war voving W vision the winding hill
werid of the place where she had apent
#or last summer vaeatlon; the church
wtfh s swaylng bell In the stecple,
e queer little bridge over the deep
sl heautiful strenm—a bridge with
wwente along ite sides whore countless
Severs had sat nnd courted, The old
fndy *who had heen Connle's volunteer
Smtters tald her, with the pink coming
sl golng In her withered cheeks,
dihenrt the lovers. For It was there
v her own hosband had asked, and
Thrdl een answered—hle question. The
=y that Connle had chanced to visit
sl benatiful country plaee and to
oo Wiere the donr old Indy was quite
worsykable  chance too, Ehe had
wiarted out on the trolley car for one
wesful doy In the country and had
whoren this statlon nt eandom, And
whwen she had stopped to admire the
wanderful roses In the old lady's gar-
«fien—and they had spent some agree-
wbie time together—the old Indy, Mrs,
Warthn Snow by name, had sald:

“My dear!] Why don't you come on
e vislt me for a week or two? I'm
Momcely for n young sweet face™

And Connle had gone, that wns all.
¥in!f hev later water colors had been

forfed momorisa of thal deNightful
vislt, Now Connie hed a new Inspies-
tion. 8he would paint the queer little
bridge over an ley strenm, and s
sents whould be coversd with snmow.
She could fancy fust how the trees
would lonk waving naked branches,
And <he'd palnt the eharch In the hol-
Tow with tights in the windows gleam-
ing over the snow and the bell In the
towar a-swnying for Christmas.

O, Connle was very happy as she
hurrled home to her attle, bat there,
In the temperaimental way artists
hnve, she hegan to deaw Instead,
working in n fever of enthusinsm—
the «itting room of the old house
whore she hiad been a guest, with
Mnrtha Snow herself seated In the
frefight, jost half of her peaceful pro-
file showing beneath its halo of white
halr,

There war holly ahove the old fire
place and a hoy's stocking hanging
there. Connle never stopped nuntil she
hnd completed the picture, then rgn
with, It hreathlessiy to the “Shoppe”
aronnd the corner,

“Yen, we will display 1t," 8 smiling
njil mnn agreed,

The picture sold. Of course yon
were prepared for that; but the
eirnnge part was that before It was
#ol4 Connle had added her ofher views
to the “Bhoppe” window, and her dis-
cerning purchaser had bought them
every one, While the otber Christ-
man studies pleased him oot at all;
Connle could not count the number of

“You have pleaged one of our best
customera,” sald the manager, “and
when we mentioned your pecullar con-
ditlon pf sale he ruggested talking the
matter over with yon that you might
both come to m satisfoctory hargain,
Our customer thinks that yon possess
wonderful nrtistie ability,. We have
glven him your address™

“Is he” asked Connle falteringly,
“n philunthropist 7"

Soma wny she did not want her pur
chiser ta be Wat a philanthropist and
spoll wil foture ambitlons hops,

“Mr. Armstrong I8 a man who veoal
Iy drives n pretty shrewd bargain™
the "Shoppe™ mannger sald.

Sn, though 1t wns enrly afternoon,
Connle hurried home to turn On-n gas
blaze nod don her most presentable
dress so thnt she might make n favor.
ahle Impression as a successful young
wielder of the hrush, The purchaser
might arrive any minnte. Bul '* wap
the next afternoon when he enme unt
Connile was wearing a buoognlow
Apron,

The purchaser was young and tall
and good looking, and the golden rut

wis to Connle m recommendation as
to hiz hooesiy,

-

Mr. Hubert Armstrong came direct-
Iy to bhusiness,

“Your sketches have for me a
double interest, Miss Carroll,” be anid

"You have drawn remarkably some
af the happlest scenes of my boybood.
Seenes which I am ashamed to say |
had  haif-forgotten. The world eof
business absorbs much of human kind-
nees I am afrald, and sometimes a
struggle for succesa catuses us to leave
much that  tender behind. 1 am
grateful to you for awakening In me
that tenderness which I had almonst
hurled.”

The man's volee broke husklly. He
drew forth an oid sitting-reem pie-
ture. p
"Pence on Earth™ was the nawme b«
had given It

“Thnt,” snild Hubert Armstrong, “is
the living room of my home tn HI
crest—ihe place where | was born
Thls white-halred woman's profile s
the peaceful profile of my loug-los
mother. That little bulging stocking
might have been my owa stecking
Just' s it ueed to hang there yearr
ngo— Tell me—" his tohe won eager
“how d/d you come by your dream?"

“7 visited last summer." Connle telJ
him, “in that same old house 1n HUI
crest with Mrs. Martha Soow, whe u
vited me™

The man nodded haatily,

*1 see,” he sald, “it Is quite shmple
after all. Martha Spow s my meth
er's widowed sister,” A doll red erept
to his cheek,

*T had slmost forgoftes thai Aunt
Martha asked me years ago to allow
her to continue on In the old hame
stead. It waa left mine by will. Bo
she's there yet, and the church bell
still ehimes out for Christmas!

“You have sounded (he wemory
bells for me, Misa Carroll®

It seemed that the purchaser hand
almost forgotten her In his musings.
Now that she looked at him closvly
his face wns thrended by lines of cnre,
hia fine eyex sorrowful heneath thelr
sternness.  Connle put forth s friend-
1y hand,

“Why." she sald, “so yon are Martha
Snow's nepliew,  Then there can be
no question of bargaln bhetween us
the pictures are freely yours.”

The man spoke nbhraptly,

“You paint to sell do you nn 7 he
nsked, “lsn't that what your studic
is for®

Connle shook her hend ruefully.

“Mostly,” she replled, “my studlo s
Just to live In”

“And yon live nlone?™

*1 am qulte alone (u the world.” she
told Hhm gravely,

Then ber irrepresaible smile hrfike
forth,

“Unlems,” she added, “you - auld
count Prowler?” Bhe caught the cut

groetod him with @ purring rob, whieh | -y

“I—live—alone—ton,” Hubert Arm-
strong snld slowly.
*] know what It means. There's not
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TO SELECT FROM.

WE CARRY THE HIGHESGT QUALITY OF CHOCOLATES, BON BONS, ATTHE VERY LOWEST
WE GERVE THE BEST LUNCHEON IN THE CITY, ELECTRICALLY COOKED, AND
WITH A HOME-LIKE TASTE, WATCH FOR OUR MENU CARD EACH DAY DISPLAYED AT OUR
LOOK AT THE PRICE,

PRICES.

STORE,

THE W

LOCAN,

WE CAN SAVE YOU MONEY ON YOUR XMAS CANDIES, NUTS, ETC., MAKE A XMAS GIFT OF A .
BASKET OR BOX OF OUR DELICIOUS CHOCOLATES—A LARGE AND BEAUTIFUL ASSORTMENT

muih dMereice bétween (e gNded
walla of an -n-m. t and these walls
of yourn here.

";'ut when It comes to leneliness,”
Connle agreed. *We were going to
look much more cheerful” sbe went

man, Mnkes me wish for a Oreplace
with a Mlled stocking hefore 11, The
firepluce of your picture mnkes me
long ta go skatlng on o ereek—your
creek, back ot Hillereat, Maken me
winit 1o taste turkey ogain over the
ald dining-room tnble” |

“Yeu ! brenthed Connle, *and hear
the ehureh bell ring our ocross the
stow "

Frgerevnd the mon gnzed Into
those other eager eyes benenth bie
UWTL

“Let'a do It he =ald Impolsively,

“Let un have n real, Joyful old-fash-
loned sort of Christinas. you and L
bk at Aunt Martha's, | will enll ber
on the phone, It would delight ber
henrt.”

“It would be just ‘pence on earth’
to me” Connle sald happily.

And that Christmaa eve as she gnzed
widenwake through her attic window
the moon shote down (brough the
bolly wreath,

“Merry Christmas,” whispered Con-
nie while the old moon smiled be-
nignly with a promise ,of happy
Christioanes to come,
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Good sturdy, aiyllsh sults for sc hool and state occassinna, Made
for the hoys whose delight for play can’t be checked.
strengthened at the seat, knoes and elbows; pockets well tacked
and senms doubly sewn. DUBBELBILT SUITS are the king boys

are proud to wear, and parents pleased to purchase,

JOSEPH NEWBOLD

UBBELBILT:

A CLOTHEX.

‘;‘F-EM+-¢m AT v e gt

S

Hill climbing is a boy’s delight,
it’s hard on his clothes dnd still
Mmﬁ?ﬁmﬂvw
ing his he is bound to
W’uﬂgﬁ' in spite of

drese him in clothes that
can stand roogh and tumble fun?
At our store we have a most ser-
viceable brand—

Specially

The Clothier

CWAM

.

SERVED EVERY DAY-—Hot Chili, Tamoles, Chicken and Tomato
Bouillon, Hot Chocolate, Etc.

WE INVITE YOU TO VISIT OUR DANCE HALL WHICH IS THE FINEST IN THE CITY. WE HAVE PUR
CHABED A $5000 CREMONA WHICH WILL ARRIVE BEFORE CHRISTMAS. LET US PREPARE

YOUR BANQUET. OUR SERVICE WILL SATISFY YOU.

WE CARRY GOODS OF QUALITY—WE GIVE THE BEST SERVICE—OUR PRICES WILL INTEREST

YOU.

WE ARE AND HAVE ALWAYS BEEN-IN THE WHOLESALE BUSINESS,

AND REMEMBER—

OUR EXPRIENCE IN THE

MANUFACTURE OF CANDIES, ETC., PLACES US IN A POSITION TO SERVE YOU BEST.




